



Tbemofi lamentable Tragedy 
My love as deepe, the more I give to thee 
The more I have , for both are infinite : 

I heare feme noife within, deare Love adue : 

Anon good Nurfe , fweet Mount ague be true s 
Stay but a little , I will come againe. 

Rom. Obleffed,blefled night, I am afeatd 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 

Too flattering fweet to befubftantiall. 

Jul. Three words deare Romeo, And good night indeed. 
Ifthat thy bent of love be honourable, 

Thy purpofe Marriage, fend me word to morrow, 

By one that Tie procure to come to thee, 

W here and what time thou Wilt performe the rites. 

And all my fortunes at thy foot Tie lay. 

And follow thee my Love throughout the world. Madam. 

I come anon : but if thou meanft not well, 

I doe befeech thee fby and by I come) Madam, 

Toceafe thy fuit, and leave me to my griefo, 

To morrow will I fend. 

'Rom. So thrive my loole. 

Jul. A thoufand times good-night. 

Rom. A thoufand times the worfeto want thy fight. 

Love goes toward love as Schoole-boyes from their bookes. 

But love from love toward Schoole with heavie Iookes. 

Enter Juliet againe. 

Jul. Hi ft Romeo , hi ft r O for a Falkners voice. 

To lure this Taffel gentle backe againe : 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeake aloud, 

Elfe would I teare the cave where Echo lyes. 

And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfe than mine. 

With repetition of my Romeo. 

Rom. It is my love that calls upon my name : 

How filver fweet found Lovers tongues by night ? 

Like fofteft Muficke to attending eares. 

Jul. Romeo. 

Rom. My Deere. 

Jul. W hat a clocke to morrow 

Shall 
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ef Romeo and Juliet. 

Shall Ifend to thee? . 

Rom. By the houre of nine. 

Jul. I will not faile, *tis twentie yeeres till tnen : 

I have forgot why I did call thee backe. _ 

RomLzt me Hand here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I lira 11 forget to have thee ftill ftand there, 
Remembring how I love' thy company. 

Rom. And Tie ftill ftay, to have thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this . 

Jul.'Tis, almoft morning, I would have thee gone. 

And yet no farther than a wantons bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand, 

Like a poore prifoner in hi s twifted gyves, 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe, 

So loving jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy bird. 

Jul • Sweet fo would f, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much chenfhing : 

Good night, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweet forrovv, 

That I fhall fay good night till it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy brealt. 
Would I were fleepe and peace (b fweet to reft. 

Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers elofe Cell, 

Hishelpe to crave, and my deere hap to tell. 

r Exiti 

Enter Frier alone veitb a Basket. 

Eri. The grey ey’d morne fmiles on the frowning night, 
Gheckring the Eaftcrn clouds With ftreakes of light : 

And fleckeld darknefle like a drunkard reeles. 

From forth dayes path,attd Titans burning wheeles, 
Now ere the funne advance his burning eye, 

The day to cheere , and nights danke dew todry, 

I muft upfill this Ofier Cage ofours, 

With balefull weeds, and precious juiced flowers. 

The earth that’s natures mother in her Tombe ; 

What is her burying Grave, that is her wombe ; 
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